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wicked thing, and how her Gaardian had deſigned her for her own Son, 


who now refules her ; With what happened qr Pan 
As likewiſe a ſhort Prayer tor the nnifortunate y 


Ll Chriſtians that have Ears to Hear, 
A And Hearts anclin'd to Pitty z 
Some of you all, beſtow a Tear, - 
Upon niy mournful Ditty. * 

In Qzech-Street did an Heireſs live, 
Whoſe downfal when I fing, 

Twill make the very ſtones to grieve : 
God proſper long gur King. 

For Her a Scoriſh Knight did die, 
Was ever the like ſcen, 

I ſhame to ſay, where, how, or why ; 
And ſo God Save the QUEEN. 


To tell the truth ſhe ſwore a Rape, 
But God knows who was wrong 'd, 
For he that did it, .did Eſcape, 
and he did not, was Hang'd. 


She Swore another thing beſides, 
W hich-was indeed a Vice, 

That Cambe! when ſhe was his Bride, 

_ Did trouble her but thrice. 


The Fourth time he could do no good, 
Thka' ſhe was of't commanding, 

And ſtrove t'oblige him all ſhe could, 
He fell down Notwithſtanding, 


The Devil him ſure anill tura meant, 
] pity his miſhap, 
For that which elſe, had been conſent, 
By her was made a Rape, 


Twas this the Young Girls Chofler moy'd : 


for thenext Morn ſhe ſwore, 
E're ſhe'd bea wife but three times loy?d, 
ſhe'd rather be his whore, 


Parents take warning by his fall,- 
When Maidsare in their Tcens, 
To marry *em ſtrait, or they will alt, 

Know what the Buſineſs means. 


For Girls like Nutts (excuſe my Rhyme) 


At bottom growing brown, 
It yon don't gather them betimes, 
Will of themſelves fall down, 


But dont you Pity now her caſe, 
Was forc'd to ſend for Surgeon, 

To ſhew the man the very place, 
W herc once ſhe was a Virgin. 


For now what fool that is got- mad, 
—_. Will marxy this ſame Girle, 
That might have been wifeto a Lad, 
Was Brother-toan Earl. 
The wretched Soul were better dead, 
Now none with her will match, 
Unleſs her Guardian, would her Wed, 
To DoQor © —., or Ka*ch. g 
 Fortho' ſhe meanther Eldeſt Son, 
Shou'd Wed her for her m 
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| Her carkaſs like to 7ezabels, 


ne Lady. 


And paſy't an Adt to have it done, 


Yet he forbids the Banes, 


The Col. has a Noble Soul 
That fcorncs a thought ſo 


As when he knows her Stced is ſtole, 
| To ſhut the Stable door. 


Mother, quoth he, 1 underſtand, 
The nature of theſe matters, 

Who now will Angle in her Pond, 
Muſt fiſh in troubled waters. 


Have I in /relaxd gotten Fame, 
By following Honours trumpet, 
And think you that I'll ſtain my name, 
For any Scorchman's Strumpet. 


NoI'ma man of Warhke Scarlet; 
And-cannot be content 

To marry one that is a Harlot, 
By AQ of Parliament. 


Why then quo? ſhe, Ah! Son Pm left, 
1 ſear you"l liveto ſee't, __- 
| ſhall be in a Blanket toſsd, 
I'th* middle of OQucen-Srrecr. 
Fhe Mob already dayly come, 
And Thundring at my Door, 
Much Lowder then the Noiſe of Drum, 
T bey cxy out, a Whore a Whore. 


| When. Johnſon. was tc Tyburn Coach'd, 
I would not then be heard on, 

For fearlI might ha* teen debaucheg, - 
Toa got tkepoor mans pardon. 


But had I known that *gainſf# my choiſe, 
You would be thus Haranguing, _ 

I would ha* took his Hundred poynd, 
And fav d the Knight from Hanging. 


She ſtill perſiſted, be deny?d, 
She wept, and ſtill. ke ſwore, 

He ſcorned her Heireſs for his bride, 
The reaſons you'd before. | 


Peſide *twasthe who.Hang'd the Knight, 
. Trapt by her impious ſnares, 

But Heaven, Ihope, will do her right, 
According to my Prayers. 


"A Ay ſhe ſo Whore, that of her pelf, 

By ſome damn'd Kegues ſhe's ſham'd, 

And then for grief go hang her ſelf, | 
And ſain fre be d 


h ” 


May Dogs ith field deveur, 
One Hell's to little for her 11s, : 
. I need not fay no more, 


God bleſs K. Wikiam ad Q. Mary, 
- And Plenty, and Peacc adyance, 


Poet Nimy, and are to be ſold the D-..-1 knows where. 0D 
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And Hang up thoſe wiſh the contrary, 
Ard thenatig for Fraxce. 
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Sir John Johnſons Farewel; 


- Being a true Relation how. She was drawnin todo that_ 
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